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differences, always unsettled, mingling with the
heat of the July day and their deep love, always
checked, always running into perverse courses,
combined to produce in them both a furious anger.
4 By God, for less than that . . / David
cried.

* If your pride is hit/ Francis answered, * it
is by your own will.    It is time that your eyes
were opened/

* ril have no rebellion here/ David shouted.
* No  rebellion  here.    Your gutter-friends may
for the moment have their way in Paris.    I am
yet master in this house/

4 No more 1' Francis cried, * Many masters
are falling/

David raised his riding-whip and struck
Francis on the cheek. They were silent then, and
the cooing of the pigeons ran like water through
the air, the only sound* Francis bent his head.
David dropped the whip,

* Francis/ he began in a thick low guttural,
turned a step and fell, like a log, to the grass.   He
was carried in.   It was a stroke,   Mr. Summerson
the Surgeon was fetched from Keswick.    David
was bled* Consciousness returned to him, but he
could not speak, and his left side was paralysed.

Francis went about the place with his head up,
his features cold and severe, and agony in his
heart. No one, except Judith, knew that he felt
anything. His mother would not speak to him.
That moment, running out on to the sunlit lawn
at the sound of a cry, had changed Sarah Henries
from a cheerful normal woman of her world into